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soon she got up, walked irresolutely about the room, went
into the kitchen, locked the door, and came back with
her eyebrows twitching. Having drawn the curtains over
the windows, she took a book off a shelf and sat down at
the table again. In spite of her precautions, she could not
help glancing furtively about before she bent over the
book and began moving her lips. At every sound coming
from outside she started, covered the book with her hand
and strained her ears. Then she began to whisper to her-
self again, opening and closing her eyes.
" X1 for letter; V for box...."
Someone knocked at the door and the mother jumped
up, thrusting the book back on the shelf.
"Who's there?" she asked in alarm.
"Me."
Rybin came in stroking his beard.
"Never used to ask 'who's there'," he said. "Alone?
Thought the khokhol would be in. I saw him today. Jail
doesn't seem to have done him any harm."
He sat down and turned to the mother.
"Let's have a talk."
He gave her a significant, secretive glaixce that filled
her with vague alarms.
"Everything costs money," he began in his heavy voice.
"Costs money to get born, costs money to die. Books and
leaflets cost money too. Do you know where the money
for these books comes from?"
"No, I don't," said the mother softly, sensing that some-
thing was wrong.
"Neither do I. And the next question is, who writes
them?"
"People with book learning.,.. „"
"The gentlefolk," said Rybin, a dark flush sweeping over
his bearded face. "In other words, the gentlefolk write the
books and pass them out. But the books are written
against the gentlefolk. Now you just try and explain to
me what sense there is in them spending their money to
stir up the common folk against themselves, eh?"

